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Your Excellency appears to me to be marked down by
destiny to build a bridge between England and Germany.
Did not one of your family, Count Baudissin, find time
during his long life to translate at least a dosen of Shake-
speare's plays into German, and is not the Princess, your
wife, the daughter of an Acton ?
Your Excellency will forgive an outsider for venturing
to knock upon the door of the diplomatic Holy of Holies.
I am not presuming to plead for the kingdom of God upon
earth, but for the kingdom of reason. IF the one Chamber-
lain desired an arrangement, if not an alliance with Get-
many, while the other Chamberlain made an Aryan out of
a Jew, I am prepared to back the common sense of Joseph
Chamberlain against the vapourings of Houston Chamber-
lain in Bayreuth. A coalition of the three great Protestant
Powers, the two Anglo-Saxon and the German, would
appear to me to be an alliance against world superstition.
The German mistrust seems to me political superstition.
A triple alliance of the Protestant Powers would be an
alliance in support of security and enlightment throughout
the globe.
I hope Your Excellency will not say of me, as Aristo-
phanes said of Socrates—forgive my lack of modesty—
aepoftaret (Miinz is wandering in the clouds). Forgive
me if I suffer from the malady which affects all Continental
Liberals, a weakness for England. I grant that it may be
partly due to some atavistic subconscious awareness, some
memory that in the days of Cromwell England offered the
Jews an asylum and Cromwell himself embraced their
spokesman, Menasse ben Israel.
In this I am of the same mind as Albert Ballin, the great
builder of the German mercantile marine, whom you once
addressed in my presence as Albertus Magnus.
This Welsh David knows his Bible well enough to view
at times with a fear equal to my own the vision of the Four
Horsemen of the Apocalypse, who seem to him as little as
they do to me disguised by the art of Diirer or even
Cornelius. A Chancellor of the Exchequer has more cause
to fear the spectre of war than an ordinary mortal,
It may well befit the Chancellor of a people in the veins
of whose philosopher Immanuel Kant  Scottish blood

